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But mine who caused thee do it, and all the lords1
Who with me took this work in all their hands.
And if now thou have will to go thy way,
Thou shalt depart right soon with recompense ;
But for all pains that can be put to thee
Thou must not take this on thy tongue again.

Paris.   My lord, I will not.

BothwelL                               Sirs, with me it rests

To take some order for the burial soon
When the queen's eye hath dwelt upon him dead,
As shall be, lest men say for shame or fear
She would not see him ; then with all privy speed
He shall by night be given here to the worms.
His raiment and his horses will I take
By the queen's gift;  for being now highest in place
I will present me kinglike to the time
And come before men royal, who shall know
I stand here where he stood in all their sight \
So seeing at once if I be lord or no
He that shall hate me risen shall need take heart
To strike betimes, or strike not    At this hour
Bold heart, swift hand, are wiser than wise brain.
I must be seen of all men's fear or hate,
And as I am seen must see them and smite down
Or lie for ever naked underfoot
Down in the dark for them to triumph on.
That will I not; but who shall overthrow
Must kill me kingly, sworded hand to hand,
Not snared with gin or limetwig as a fool,
Nor hurled by night up howling into heaven,
But in the sun's eye weaponed.    Some of you